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that of my contemporaries in the Sixth Form, to a
very remarkable degree. I can produce no better
testimony to the fact than to say that six of us who
went to Oxford in the same term founded a small
(and I fear short-lived) club with the name The
Hexagon, and the motto " We are Seven."

But this, though of interest to ourselves, is of no
general concern: what is more interesting is that the
result was attained by none of the normal arts of the
schoolmaster. Mr. Pollock was by no means con-
spicuously well read: his library was well stocked
with classics and theology (particularly with the
works of Westcott), but it contained hardly any
works of English literature. I verily believe that
there were none except a copy of Tennyson (bound
in leather and never to my knowledge opened), a
copy of The Wrecker (left by Eustace Miles, a disciple
of an earlier generation), and a copy of The Memoirs
of Sherlock Holmes (left by E. F. Benson): I never
saw either of the last two in use.

Here were we, a set of young prigs who rather
prided ourselves on our knowledge of English litera-
ture (I remember hot debates on Departmental
Ditties, and the scandal which that new phenomenon
evoked), completely under the spell of a man who
confessed to me, when he was Master of Wellington,
that he was unfamiliar with the opening lines of
Tennyson's " Ode on the Death of the Duke/' and
simulated ignorance of Wordsworth's "Ode on
Intimations of Immortality." The phenomenon can